150 is the necropolis of culture marking the great cross-roads.
This is the stone that was finally given Greece to swal-
low. To be followed up a few years later by another even
more terrible gift, the return of a great mutilated mem-
ber which had been flung with fire and blood into the
sea.
I fell into a nightmare. I was being gently and end-
lessly rocked by the omnipotent Zeus in a burning cradle.
I was toasted to a crisp and then gently dumped into a
sea of blood. I swam ceaselessly amidst dismembered
bodies marked with the cross and the crescent I came at
last to a rock-ribbed shore. It was bare and absolutely
deserted of man. I wandered to a cave in the side of a
mountain. In .the shivery depths I saw a great heart
bright as a ruby suspended from the vault by a huge
web. It was beating and with each beat there fell to the
ground a huge gout of blood. It was too large to be the
heart of any living creature. It was larger even than the
heart of a god. It is like the heart of agony, I said aloud,
and as I spoke it vanished,and a great darkness fell over
me. Whereupon I sank down, exhausted, and fell into a
sob that reverberated from every part of the cave and
finally suffocated me.
I awoke and without consulting the sky I ordered a car
for the day. Now there were two things I remembered as
. I set forth in the sumptuous limousine—one, to remem-
ber to ask for Kyrios Alexandras at Phaestos and two, to
observe whether, as Monsieur Herriot is reported to have
said when he climbed to the precincts of die palace, the
sky is really closer to the earth than anywhere else on
this globe.
We swung through* the dilapidated gate in a cloud of
. dust, scattering chickens, cats, dogs, turkeys, naked chil-
dten and hoary vendors of sweets to right and leftj we
hurst at full speed into the drab and dun terrain of gutta

